The Hifiory of f 

/Vw.What faift thou, Miftris quickly ? how does thy hus- 
band? I love him well, he is an honeft man. 

Ho ft. Good, my Lord , hearc me. 

F^/.Prethee let her alone, and lift to me. 

Prin. What laift thou Jacks ? 

F^/.The other night I fell afleepc here behind the Arras and 
had my pocket pick’t , this houfe is turn’d bawdy-houfe, thev 
picke pockets. ’ 

Prin. What didft thou lofe, lacks ? 

\al(. Wilt thou beleeveme. Hall ? three or foure bonds of ■ 
forty pounds a peece, and a feale Ring ofmy grand-fathers. 

Prin. A trifle, fome eight penny matter. 

H oft. So I told him, my Lord, and I faid, I heard your grace 
fay fo.-and,my Lord,he fpeakes moft vilely of you, like a foule- 
mouth’ d man, as he island faid, he would cudecll you. 

'Prin. What he did not ? 

Heft. There’s neither faith, truth, nor womar.-hoodin meelfc. 

Fa/.There’s no more faith in thee, then a ftued Prune -nor no \ 
more truth in thee,then in a drawne Foxtand forwoman-hood 
Maydmarian may bee the Deputies wife of the Ward to thee. 
Goe you thing, goe. 

Hoft. Say, what thing ? what thing ? 

Frf/.What thing ? why, a thing to thankeGod on. 

Hoft. I am no thing to thanke God on,l would thou fliouldft 
know it : I am an honeft mans wife, and fetting thy Knicht- 1 
hood afide.thou art a knave, to call me io. 

F*/. Setting thy Woman-hood afide, thou art a beaft , to fay ' 
©therwile. . , : 

Hoft. Say,' what beaft,thou knave, thou ? 

Pal. What beaft ? why an Otter. 

Prin. An Otter.Yir Iohn l why an Otter ? 

Y-al. Why ? fhee s neither fifh nor fleili ;a manknowesnot 
where to have her. 

A oft . Thou art an un j uft man in laying fo • thou, or any nun 
knowes where to have me, thou knave thou. 

Prin. Thou fayeft true, Hofteffe, and he flounders thee moft 
grofely. 

Hoft. So he doth youyny Lord, and faid this other day, 

, You 




80 




120 



160 


FJenry the Fourth. 

you ought him a thoufand pound.. 
prin. Sirra, doe I owe you a thoufand pound ? 

Falf. Athoufand pound, Halil a Million : thy love is worth a 
Million : thou oweft me thy love. jr ,, 

Hoft. Nay, my Lord, he called you lacks, and fayd he would 
oudgellyou. 

Pal. Did, I Pur do III 

Bar. Indeed, Sir Pohn, you fayd fo. 

Fall Yea, if he fayd my Ring was Copper. 

Pri. I fay tis copper tdar’ft thou be as good as thy Word now ? 
Fal. why H<*//?thou knowft,asthou art but a man, I dare : 
but as thou art Prince , I feare thee , a s I feare the roaring of the 
Lyons whelp. 

Prin. And why not as the Lyon ? 

Fal. The Kinghimlelfe is robe feared as the Lyon : doeft 
thou thinke i’le feare thee, as I feare thy Father?nay,& I doe, I 
pray God my Girdlebreake. 

jliould,how would thy guts fall about thy knees? 
Butfirra,ther’sno roomefor Faith,Truth,nor Honefty, in this 
bofome of thine ; it is all fild up with Guts , and Midriifes. 
Charge an honeft woman with picking thy pocket ?Why thou 
horefon impudent Imboft rafcall, if there were any thing in thy 
pocket, but taverne reckonings, memorandums of Bawdy Iron- 
ies , and one Poore peni worth of Sugar-candy to make thee 
long-winded : if thy pocket were inricht with any other inj u- 
ries but thefe, I am a villaine,and yet you will ftand to it, you 
will not pocket up wrong : art thou not athamed ? 

F<*/.Doft thou hears, fL*//?Thou knowft,in theftate of inno- 
cenc y,Adam felhand what fhould poore lacks Yalftajfe doe in 
the dayes of villany?thou feeft, 1 have more fiefh then another 
man, and therefore more frailty :y ou confefte then you pickt my 
Prin. It appeares fo by the ftory. ( pocket. 

F al . Hoft eft e, 1 forgive thee : goe makereadybreakefaft, love 
thy Husband, looke to thy Servants, cberifih thy Ghefts , thou 
ihalt finde me tracTable to any honeft reafon : thou feeft I ain 
pacified ftill may, I prethee be gon. Exit Hoftefe . 

Now Hall , to thenewesat Court for the robbery : Lad, how is 
that anfwered ? 
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